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teeth crunched with crisp and juicy joy. There was
one hawthorndean most thoughtfully situated behind
the tool shed. And near by stood some props provi-
dentially placed there for domestic purposes. They
were the keys with which I unlocked the treasure
house.
A large quince tree grew on the other side of the
hedge at the end of the garden. It threw its arms
in a generous, neighbourly way over the hedge, and
I knew its austere fruit well. Some of it came to me
from its owner, an ancient man, " old Mr. Lake,'1
who on summer days used to toss me largess from
his abundance. The odour of a quince always brings
back to me the memory of a sunny garden and a
little old man over the hedge crying, " Here, my
boy, catch! "
I have said nothing of that side of the garden
where the vegetables grew. It was dull prose, re-
lieved only by an occasional apple tree. The flowers
in the fruit garden and by the paths were old-
fashioned favourites, wallflowers and mignonette,
stocks and roses. And over the garden gate grew
a spreading lilac whose tassels the bold militiamen,
who camped not far away, would gaily pluck as they
passed on the bright May days. I did not resent it.
I was proud that these brave fellows in their red
coats should levy tribute on our garden. It seemed
somehow to link me up with the romance of war.
By the kitchen door grew an elderberry tree, whose
heavy and unpleasant odour was borne lor the sake